SUNDAY MORNINGS

as I think, to maintain a high minimum level
more successfully than any of them.

Mr. Lynd, amongst these varied practitioners,
is the sympathetic sage : the humorous and gentle
observer of the heroisms, follies and hobbies of
mankind, whose every reflection is coloured by the
knowledge that there is good in the worst of us
and evil in the best of us, the detached critic who
can see all men as small and comic under the sky,
yet does not forget that he himself is as small and
comic as the rest of them. He is other things than
a shrewd observer and a tolerant moralist; he is a
promiscuous reader and a fine critic of literature,
and he is an enthusiastic politician. But in his
very moments of enthusiasm he is aware of the
defects of his cause and of his comrades and of the
general characteristics of enthusiasm viewed from
the outside; he is as aware of the weaknesses of
literary men and politicians, of whom he is one, as
he is of those of revivalists, racing tipsters, and
hairdressers, amongst whom he has never been
numbered. And he has many habits which assist
to give individuality to writings already dis-
tinguished by their sagacity. He has a democratic
temper which enables him not merely to view the
great and the obscure with an equal eye, but
leads him naturally to relate the living and the
dead : Alexander and Apollonius, Hindenburg and
Mr. Bottomley, they are all one to him. His
interests are as catholic as possible, ranging from
the most exotic forms of literature to the lowest
branches of sport. And he has an obscure desire
for compensation that leads him to treat nominally
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